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O you, retir'd from ſmoke and noiſe, 
fone To taſte kind Nature's ſober joys, 
What ſhall I write? or why impart, 

To rouſe the paſſions of the heart, 

The various topics of debate, 

Private cabals, or feuds of ſtate, 

And all the trumpery diſplay, 

That reigns the ſubject of the day? 

Would you not rather ſhut your eyes, 

Than look on what you muſt deſpiſe ? 


B Let 


fo Bu. 
Let A7dpel argue all he can, 


The inconſiſtency of man 
Is beſt conceal'd, for, take my word, 
You'll ne'er find honey in a t—. 

Me rigid Fortune, fickle Queen, 
Confines to this tumultuous ſcene, 
Born to no proſpect of eſtate, 

But doom'd to watch the ſmiles of Fate. 
For you, on whoſe auſpicious head, 

A kinder ſtar its influence ſhed, 

Free from dependency's controul, 

The fetters of a liberal ſoul, 

Oh! fly the town, this curſed place, 
Where awful Truth's ingenuous face 

Is ſeldom ſeen, where knaves obtain 


What honeſt merit ſues in vain ; 
Where 
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Where foul Hypocriſy's diſguiſe 
Deceives our very ears and eyes; 
Where men opinions change, and friends, 
Juſt as it ſerves their various ends; 
Where he, whoſe ſentiments too nice, 
Diſdains t'adopt the motley vice, 
Exiſts on thoſe conditions hard, 
That Virtue is its own reward. 
Or ſhould, among the many great, 
Be found, who, to a better fate 
Would call deſponding merit forth, 
And raiſe it equal to its worth, 
What obſtacles may intervene * 
Before his L—d—p can be ſeen ? 

Sir (fays the man, from whom we feel 
The pleaſing hopes of future weal, 

Who 
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Who oft has caus'd a ſweet entrancement, 


And airy viſtons of advancement) 

ce You'll know ere long what I intend : 
Mean time, be ſure I'lt prove your friend,” 
Poor ſimple Truth, that, void of art, 

Thinks this the language of the heart, 

Feels nameleſs, tranſports warm the breaſt, 
And deems itſelf already bleſt ; 


Exults—at what will never come, 


And rich in thought, enjoys the hum — 


Vain hope! experience, ſoon or late, 
Shall ſhew, how- wretched is the fate 
Of him, who (hapleſs man I) depends 
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On empty promiſes of friends; 


Shall teach him, words were only meant 


J'amuſe, no more mere compliment! 


Ah! 


1 


Ahl woful truth! did Heav'n for this, 
Give reaſon and ſuperior bliſs? 
Each godlike faculty impart, 
With language — to bely the heart? 
Inſtructed thus, th'ingenuous mind, 
In modiſh vice not yet refin'd, 
Nor taught, to deal about at will 
Vaſt hopes, he means not to fulfil, 
With gen'rous pride, indignant flies 
The haunts of Falſhood and Diſguiſe, 
And ſcorns a mean dependance there, 
Where truth and honor have no ſhare. 

Not fo repuls'd, the fawning knave, 
By turns a tyrant or a ſlave; - 
Who (plant ſoul!) a face can wear, 
As beſt befits, of joy or care; 

C Can 
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Can foam with rage, when Fabius boils, 


Or erin, whene'er his Honour ſmiles : 


Aſſents to all, with oily tongue, 


That black is white, and right is wrong: 


1 Who, if in trifles, this or that, 

"i monkey or a tabby-cat, 

His patron ſhou'd a fortune waſte, 

! Wou'd praiſe his excellence of taſte. 

A wretch like this will raiſe his head, 
=_ When truth goes ſupperleſs to bed. 

| Oh! come, Hypocriſy, kind dame, 


Thou guide to fortune and to fame, 


Teach me each neceſſary wile, 
1 The lowly cringe, th'obſequious ſmile, 
And all the zxamby pamby ſtrain, 


$ That marks the minions of thy train. 


Or 


ET 
Or if in vain thy force I try, 
Let Impudence thy place ſupply ; 
Thy ſiſter born, (a common caſe) 
Tho' not alike in ſhape and face. 
Hail /mpudence, tremendous name, 
As great in action and in fame, 
Come with reſiſtleſs pow'rs endue, 
As e'er the ſons of Li knew, 
Nay ev'n a front as ſhameleſs ſend, 
As that of C—h—/ or his friend ; 
C—h—11, who ſurely, at a puſh, 


Might put the devil himſelf to th'bluſh. 


In vain I aſk, in vain implore, 
On him thou'ſt laviſh'd all thy ſtore. 
He, happy man, by both belov'd, 


The pow'rs of both at once has prov'd : 


But | 
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But as together ſtill we ſee, 


That two ſo great can ne'er agree, 

Hypocriſy at laſt has fail'd, 

And matchleſs Impudence prevail'd. 
Now, like a bull, his fetters broke, 


Diſburthen'd of the goſpel-yoke, 


He roars, and riots thro? the ſtreets, 
And fearleſs, at each head he meets, 
Prophanely dares his ordure fling, 

A L— d, a B— p, or a K—yg. 

Oh ſhame! ſhall he, whoſe ſpotted ſoul, 
Not heav'ns ſworn vengeance can controul, 
Shall he, who, with unequall'd face, 
Avows himſelf a foe to grace, 

Diſcards all rule, and boaſts his plan, 


* To hve as merry as he can ; 


„ Sec the Ghoſt, Book IV. Whoſe 


R 
Whoſe ev'ry action fairly ſhewn, * 
Ev'n infamy might bluſh to o. n, 
Thus profit by an impious muſe, 
And feed on ſcandal and abuſe ; 
At others vices dare to rage, 
Himſelf the Zoilus o' th* age? 
And lo! another well-known name, 


Alike in manners and in fame, | 
I/—s ! doom'd by th' impulſe of his fate, 
A ſcourge to miniſters of ſtate, 

Who, liſted in his country's cauſe, 
Stands forth the guardian of her laws, 
Her ſinking Liberty to ſave, 

A Catiline, but ſcarce ſo brave. 

See! from each corner of the town, 


The ragged mob come ſwarming down ! 


Non vitioſus homo es, Zoile, ſed vitium. MARTIAL, 


D From 
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From Wapping, Smithfield, forth they ſally, 
Each narrow lane and dirty alley; 

From Billing ſgate behold they come! 
Each link- boy, black-ſhoe boy, and ſtrum, 
And throng to Weſtminſter away, 

To learn the proceſs of the day. 


Criſpin limps out with wooden leg, 


Leaving the buſineſs of the peg, 
And joins the buſy croud, to wait 
This criſis of his future fate; 


On which the welfare of his friends, 


His country, and his a//, depends. 


Quoth Maſter St, This caſe, d'ye ſee, 
© Decides th' affair of Liberty. 
© This dauntleſs man, this heart of ſteel, 


* Seeks not his own, but public weal ; 


His 
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His private loſs, you ſee, but ſmall, 
© Compar'd to what concerns us all. 
A bawdy book—a lady's note— 
© The whole, perhaps, not worth a groat. 
Tis not theſe things he minds, d'ye ſee, 
He wants to ſet the nation free. 
For inſtance now, ſuppoſe I meet 
© A lord, or even the K—, i' th' ſtreet, 
, Suppoſe I come behind his back, 
And daub him with my ſooty ſack, 
Shall I, free-born, a Briton brave, 
© Be ſeiz'd, impriſon'd like a ſlave?” 
Quoth Cryþin, © Hold good Maſter Sor, 
© You have not made it rightly out. 
© Suppoſe we now, to make it clear, 
A man lies murder'd, here or there, 


Suppoſe 


© Have cauſe to think that I'm the man: 
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suppoſe the Juſtice, and his clan, 


For this, ſhall theſe intruding fools 


Break in, and rifle all my tools? 


This freedom? no. I ſay, my ſtall 


Shou'd be my caſtle, fort, and all.” 


Thus Ciſpin while the gaping throng, 


Who drank the muſic of his tongue, 


Pronounc'd his obſervation clear, 

And all huzza'd, J/_—, — for ever! 
But hark! the noiſe o' th' ragged band 

Proclaims the hero juſt at hand. 

See! how he comes with manly ſtride, 

His breaſt elate with conſcious. pride, 

To view his children round about, 


Some bleſs'd with ſhirts, but more without j 


But 
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But what are cloaths, to living free, 
Or ſhirts, compar'd to Liberty ® 
See! how they ſtrain their eager jaws, 
| Who ſhall be loudeſt in applauſe! 
See! how in air their hats they toſs, 
| Whilſt, like Sheheare at Charing-Crofs, 
With equal modeſty of face, 
With equal dignity and grace, | 
Cautious his favours to divide, 
He bows, by turns, on either fide. 
And thus, if looks our thoughts betray, 
The patriot-hero ſeem'd to ſay 

My honeſt countrymen and friends, 
This day, you ſee, we*vegain'd our ends, 
© Vanquiſh'd the great wnied three, 


And ſet the Magna Charta free. 
E. © To 
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To have theſe public evils cur'd, 
© What have I dar'd, and what endur'd ? 
For you, my countrymen belov'd, 
At Bagſhot firſt my zeal was prov'd ; 
© A circumſtance well known, that there 
Our piſtols were diſcharg'd—1 th' air. 
And, but that you, to freedom born, 
© (Your patriot dead, and you forlorn) 
© Might want me on ſome future day, 
© My well-known proweſs to diſplay, 
I ne'er had baulk'd a cauſe fo good, 
Till ſlain, or fatisfy'd with blood. 
For you, in ſtriving but t'oppoſe 
The current of eſtabliſn'd laws, 


Alluding to his declaration to Forbes, that his life was of too much 


conſequence to his country, to be riſked in ſingle combat. 


© See 
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See the damn'd inſolence of pow'r! 


© 'm ſeiz'd—condutted to the Tor 
And there, how hard a patriot's lot! 
« Worſe treated than a Rebel. Scot. 
Admittance for my friends deny'd ; 
My table too but ill ſupply'd 

E' en Lovat ſerv'd with better wine, 
And what is feats compar'd to mine? 
* A cloſe guard plac'd upon my door, 
Not ſuffer'd ev'n t' enjoy my w— 
Oh! ignominy! ſordid fate! 

© Is this a priſoner of ſtate? 

At home, ſuch doings in my houſe, 
As if all hell were there let looſe. 

* My papers rummag'd—ſtol'n away, 
* Aloſs th'Exchequer can't repay. 
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© But here, in preſence of you all, 


© I ſwear, by ſacred Honour's call, 
Jer, Straw, and ev'ry name, 
That's blazon'd on the roll of Fame; 
© Men who had ſouls above the laws, 
© Who nobly bled in freedom's cauſe ; 
c By Magna Charta's ſelf I vow, 
© Which raſcal ſtateſmen wou'd undo, 
7 PI! on-—unaw'd by {laviſh fears, 
Till gain d my point, or loſt my cars. 
He faid—when ready, at his ſide, 

Stood C -, long in ſcandal try'd, 
Like Satan's envoy, to be ſent 

On any ſhameful black intent; 

And juſt when halloo'd to, to fall 


Alike on wolves, ſheep, lambs and all: 


With 
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With charge to fan the factious fire, 
Nor tamely ſuffer now t' expire 
The flame, he'd try'd ſo long to raiſe 
To ſuch a gen'ral glorious blaze. 

But ſay, my Muſe, nor ought conceal, 
Tho”, Virtue trembles ta reveal 
That name, ſo long her boaſt and pride, 
In her defence ſo often try'd ; 


That name, oft grac'd with juſt applauſe, 


Now mention'd in ſo mean a cauſe, 

Did not, amid the throng appear, 

Wide wander'd from it's native ſphere, 

A ſtar miſguided by the flame, 

Of this poor ignis fatuns *— ſhame! 

That honour's Temple, thus diſgrac'd, 

Thus cheap, thus common, ſelf-debas'd, 
F 
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Of late, ſo valued thro this iſle, 


Shou'd now to purpoſes ſo vile, 
Converted be— an altar, where, 
Its verieſt offal may repair, 


There offer up, in loud huzza's, 


The filthy incenſe of their praiſe. 


Say, could a noble ſoul thus ſtoop, 
Meanly Cenjoy the rabble—hoop ? 

Or ſay, cou'd wiſdom feem to prize, 
What common prudence wou'd deſpiſe? 


Cou'd loyalty partake the joys, 


Of uproar, and ſeditious noiſe ? 


And fay, cou'd thus his country's friend, 
So far beneath himſelf deſcend, 


Thus his own fame and merits rob, 


And join the champion of a mob? 


What 
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What inconſiſtency is man? 
How vague, how changeable his plan! 
Thro' Nature's volume look, you'll find, 
Each for the various ends deſign'd, 
Acts uniform The lion's brood, 
The deſart prowls in ſearch of food; 
The fox his deſtin'd prey beguiles, 
And lives by ſtratagem and wiles; 
While herds and flocks, a harmleſs train, 
Still haunt the flow'r-enamell'd plain: 
Man, man alone, of all we ſe, 
Is conſtant in inconſtancy. 

Say, for his levity of mind, 
What ſpecious cauſe can be aflign'd? 
A principle inherent? No; 


Tax not, with thought ſo mean, fo low, 
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Heav'n's matchleſs bounty, that beſtow'd 


Gifts not unworthy of a God. 

But, when caprice and paſſion join'd, 
Uſurp the conduct of the mind, 
From reaſon ſnatch the reins away, 
And govern with deſpotic ſway: 
Hence inconſiſtency proceeds, 
Hence triumphs Vice, while Virtue bleeds. 
Not ſo the man, whoſe ſoul refin'd, 
No chance can move, no paſſion blind, 
Who ſtill his courſe by honour ſteers, 
And, ſpite of fortune, perſeveres. 
Tho? angry Fate, with ſullen frown, 
And hand oppreſſive, weighs him down; 


When nameleſs evils thick purſue, 


When credit ſinks, and friends are few; 


When 
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When ev'ry worthleſs knave and fool, 
To guard his pence, looks ſhy and cool : 
Ev'n woes, like theſe, can ne*er controul, 
The ſettled purpoſe of a ſoul, 
To honour fix d; renouncing this, 
Tho? fortune points the road to bliſs, 
On ſhameful terms in-vain ſhe woes him, 


To quit that virtue, which undoes him. 


If indigence, when thus oppreſt, 
Can wear an unpolluted breaſt, . 
Thro' ills on ills its courſe purſue, 
What might not independance do? 
But hold—wrapt up in contemplation, 
The muſe, unfiniſh'd her relation, | 

Thus far has wander'd indiſcreet, 
And left her hero in the ſtreet. 
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But ah! how can ſhe bear to tell, 
The dire miſhaps that ſince befel. 
His labours—patriotic care, 

And all his vows diſſolv'd in air. 
Ye ſons of riot, order's foes, 


That ſcorn the curb of vulgar laws, 


Ye whores, pimps, thieves (ſevere decree!) 


Who now ſhall dare to ſet you free? 


In gratitude, prepare the pall, 
And, Criſpin, hang in black thy ſtall, 


Join in one univerſal moan, 


Your V — is gone for ever gone. 


Fled for relief in air more pure, 


For wounds this clime can never cure. 


Why on the day, which Freedom bled, 


Still in their tombs repos'd the dead? 


Why 
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Why did not wond'rous things appear, 
To ſhew her diſſolution near? 
The weeping deity to ſave, 
Why ſtalk'd not * Sydney from the grave? 
Why flaſh'd not dreadful lightnings round, 
And drops of blood diſtain the ground? 
Oh! ſtrange to tell ! not ev'n an owl 


Was heard to ſcream, or dog to howl. 


* See Churchill's Duelliſt, 


FINIS. 


